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_ LOWISA VENONI, 
THE 
MAID OF THE VALLEY. 


A STORY. 
(Concluded from fage 50.) 


E toek from his pocket two pic- 
tures ; one he had drawn of Lou- 
isa, he fastened round his neck, and 
kissing it with rapture, hid it in his bo- 


som. The other he held out in a hesi- 


tating manner. This, said he, if Lou- 
of it, may sometimes 
put her in mind of him who once of- 
fended, who. can never cease to adore 
her. She may look on-it, perhaps, af- 
ter the original is no more: when this 
heart shal} have forgot to love, and cease 
to be wretched._ * 


Louisa was at last overcome. Her 
face was first pale as death; then sud- 
denly it was crossed with a crimson 
blush. Oh! Sir Edward! said she, 
what—-what would you have me do?— 


He eagerly seized her hand; and led 
her reluctantly to the carriage, They 


entered it, and driving off with 
speed, were soon out of sight of those 


-hills which pastured the flocks of the 


unfortunate Venoni- 








The virtue of Louisa was vanquish- 
ed; but her. sense of virtue was not 
overcome.<-Neither the vows of eter- 
nal fidelity of her seducer, nor the con- 
stant and respeétful attention which he 
paid her during a hurried journey to 
England, could allay that anguish which 
she suffered at the recollection’ of her 
past, and the thoughts of her present 
situation. Sir Edward felt strongly the 
power of her beauty and her grief. His 
heart was not made for that part which, 
it is probable, he thought it eould have 
performed: it was still subject to re- 
morse, to. compassion, and to love. 
These emotions, perhaps, he might soon 
overcome, had they been met by vulgar 
violence or reproaches; but the quiet 
and unupbraiding sorrows of Louisa 
nourished those feelings of tenderness 
and attachment. She never mentioned 
her wrongs in words: sometimes a few 
starting tears would speak them; and 
when time had given her a little more 
composure, her lute discoursed melan- 
choly music. 


On their arrival in En , Sir Ed- 
ward carried Louisa to his seat in the 
country. There she was treated with 
all the observance of a wife ; and, had 
she chosen it, might have commanded 
more than the ordinary splendor of one. 
But she would not allow the indulgence 
of Sir Edward to blazon with equipage, 
and show that state which she wished 
always to hide, and, if possible, to for- 
get. Her books and her music were 





her only pleasures; if pleasures they - 


could be called, that served but to alle- 
viate misery, and to blunt for a while, 
the pangs of contrition. 


These were deeply aggravated by the. - 


recollection of her father: a father left 
in his age to feel his own misfortunes 
and his daughter’s disgrace. Sir Ed- 
ward was too generous not to think of 
providing for Venoni. He meant to 
make some atonement for the injury he 
had done him by that cruel bounty which 
is reparation only to the base, but to 
the honest is insult. He had not, how- 
ever, an opportunity of accomplishin 
his purpose. He learned that Venoni, 
soon after his daughter’s elopement. 
removed from his former place of resi- 
dence, and, as his neighbors reported, 
had died in one of the villages of Savoy. 
His daughter felt this with anguish the 
Most poignant, and her affli€tion for a 
while refused consolation. Sir Edward’s 
whole tenderness and attention were 
called forth to mitigate her grief; and, 
after its first transports had subsided, 
he carried her to London, in hopes that 
objeéts new to her, and commonly at- 
tractive to- all, might contribute to re- 
move it. 


With a man possessed of feelings like 
Sir Edward’s, the affliGtion of isa 
gave a certain respe€t to his attentions. 
He hired her a house separate from his 
own, and treated her with all the deli- 
cacy of the purest attachment. But 
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his solicitude to comfort and amuse her 
was not attended with success. She 
felt all the horrors of that guilt, which 
she now considered not only asthe ruin 
of hersejf, but the murderer of her fa- 


ther. ’ 


In London, Sir Edward found his 
sister, who had married a man of great 
fortune and high fashion. He had mar- 
ried her because she was a fine woman, 
and admired by fine men; she had 
married him, because he was the weal- 
thiest of her suitors. They lived, as is 
common to people in such a situation, 
necessitous with a princely revenue, and 
very wretched amidst perpetual gaicty. 
This scene was so foreign from the 
idea Sir Edward had formed of the re- 
ception his country and friends were to 
afford him, that he found a constant 
source of disgust in the society of his 
equals. In their conversation fantastic, 
not refined, their ideas were frivolous, 
and their knowledge shallow ; and with 
all the pride of birth and insolence of 
station, their principles were mean and 
their minds ignoble. In their pretend- 
ed attachments, he discovered only de- 
signs of selfishness ; and their pleasures, 
he experienced, were as fallacious as 
their friendships. In the society of 


‘Louisa he found sensibility and truth; 


her’s was the only heart that seemed 
interested in his welfare: she saw the 
return of virtue in Sir Edward, and felt 
the friendship which he showed her. 


Sometimes when she perceived him 
sorrowful, her lute would leave its me- 
lancholy for more lively airs, and her 
countenance assume a gaiety it was not 
formed to wear. But her heart was 
breaking with that anguish which her 
generosity endeavored to conceal from 
him ; her frame, too delicate for the 
struggle with her feelings, seemed to 
yield to their force; her rest forsook 
her; the color faded in her cheek ; the 
lustre of her eyes grew dim. Sir Ed- 
ward saw these symptoms of decay with 
the deepest remorse. Often did he 
curse those false ideas of pleasure which 
had led him to consider the ruin of an 
artless girl, who loved and trusted him, 
as an object which it was luxury to 
Often 
did he wish to blot out from his life a 
few guilty months, to be again restored 
to an opportunity of giving happiness 
to that family, whose unsuspecting 
kindness he had repaid with the trea- 


‘sed, and we pitied you. 
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chery of a robber and the cruelty of an 
assassin. tc 


One evening, while he sat in a little 
parlour with Louisa, his mind alter- 
nately agitated and softened with this 
impression, a hand organ of a remark- 
ably sweet tone, was heard in the street. 
Louisa laid aside her lute and listened : 
the airs it played were those of her na- 
tive country; and a few tears, which 
she endeavored to hide, stole from her 
on hearing them, Sir Edward ordered 
a servant to fetch the organist into the 
room: he was brought in accordingly, 
and seated at the door of the apart- 
ment. 


He played one or two sprightly tunes, 
to which Louisa had often danced in 
her infancy : she gave herself up to the 
recolleétion, and her tears flowed with- 
out controul. 


Suddenly the musician, changing the 
stop, introduced a little melancholy air 
of a wild and plaintive kind. — Louisa 
started. from her seat, and rushed up 
to the stranger.—He threw off a tatter- 
ed coat and black patch. It was her 
father !—She would have sprung to em- 
brace him ; he turned aside for a few 
moments, and would not receive her 
into his arms. But nature at last over- 
came his resentment; he burst into 
tears, and pressed to his bosom his 
long lost daughter. 


Sir Edward stood fixed in astonish- 
ment and confusion. I come not to 
upbraid you, said Venoni; I am a poor, 
weak, old man, unable for upbraidings ; 
I am come:but to find my child, to for- 

ive her andto die! When you saw us 

ret, Sir Edward, we were not thus. You 
found us virtuous and happy ; we dan- 
ced and we sung, and there was not a 
sad heart in the valley where we dwelt. 
Yet we left our dancing, our songs, 
and our cheerfulness; you were distres- 
Since that 
day the pipe has never been heard in 
Venoni’s fields ; grief and sickness have 
almost brought him to the grave ; and 
his neighbors, who loved and pitied 
him, have been cheerful no more. Yet, 
methinks, though you. robbed us of 
happiness, you are not happy ;—else 
why that dejeéted look, which, amidst 


wear, and those tears which, under all 





the gaudiness of her arel, I saw that 
poor deluded girl — | 
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But she shall shed no more, cried 
Sir Edward; you shall be happy and B 


shall be just. Forgive, my venerable 
friend, the injuries which I have don 
thee ; forgive me, my Louisa, for rm. 
ting your excellence at a price so meaa, 
I have seen those high-born females to ⸗ 
which my rank might have allied me; Oa 
I am ashamed of their vices, and sick . 
of their follies. Profligate in their 
hearts, amidst affected purity they are tale 
slaves to pleasure without the sincerity — 
of passion ; and, with the name of ho. atti 
nor; are insensible to the feelings off o¢ 

virtue. You, my Louisa!—but I will —* 
not call up ‘recollections that migk j 
render me less worthy of your futurel |... 
esteem Continue to love your Ed .., 
ward ; but a few hours, and you shally...) 
add the title to the affections of a wife 7) 4+. 
let the care and tenderness of a hus ar 
band bring back its peace to your mind 4 ¢ ;, 
and its bloom to yourcheek. We will 
leave for a while the wonder and th 
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envy of the fashionable circle here, N 
We will restore your father to his nm the | 
tive home; under that roof I sliall onceam it 
more be happy: happy without allay, latis 
because I shall déserve my happiness. H 8 
Again shall the pipe and the dance os 
gladden the valley, and innocence andgm "**' 
peace beam on the cottage of Venoni! * 
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t 
The soul and body are like two ene- How 


mies, who cannot quit each other; tue are | 
friends, who cannot. bear each otheri even 
they are fastened by the strongest tie IH eq },, 
and yet are often in dire&t opposition. J of i, 
| F Bo! 
The world is a volume written by day ; 
the hand of God, containing but thres J yiay 
leaves: the heavens, the earth, and thel «47, 
act a | and 
theat 
he di 






There are women in whom we f 
nothing but body, and that is so impot J cann, 
tant with them, that we feel a fear, a Bace 
being deficient in that article, when 1% row, 
their presence: there are others, whol jess), 
appear to be all soul; and one can hart 


dy perceive they have a body. Tc 
: indol 

Man is asort of tree, which we hefte 
too apt to judge of by the bark. © ener 
muse 


— Boney 











ON INDOLENCE. p= 


cried 

and | * 
erable NAareosed to the rising Generation. 
e done 
or Te AN appears to be the only being 
meen, in creation whose exertions ex- 
ales to ceed his necessities ; who is urged to 
d me Aion by other calls than the imperious 
* sick commands of natural appetites and de- 


their jires. To other animals a state of rest 
is a state of choice ; to him, of uneasi- 
ness; and he is frequently roused to 
ation, not so much from the impulse 
of passion, as from a wish to avoid the 
tediousness and languor of inactivity. 
Hence we observe that no man is so de- 
terminately idle as to forego al] employ- 
ment; and those whom indolence dis- 
courages from useful and roble pursuits, 
-j yet seck some more trifling and frivolous 
avocations to cheat the wearisome hours 
of idleness. 





mind, 
Te will 


-. * No man complains so frequently of 
hi ye the tediousness, of time, as he whom 
1S DEBE neither necessity or choice stimulates to 
— exertion, and no one is more frequently 
Bic fatigued than he who does nothing. 
‘al [4 How many thousands are there who 
wake in the morning only to wish the 

re ani arrival of night, when they may again 
10n!" Hi sicep; who saunter about, because to 
sit is insupportable ;. who take up a 

book, because they cannot think, and 

throw it down because it is unamusing ; - 

who fly to companions in whose society 

there is no pleasure, because they dread 
solitude ; and who plunge into vice and 
dissipation, because the tedious unifor- 

mity of ina€tive virtue is disgusting! 

yo ene ii How many are there, whose mornings 
r; tWOR are passed in anxious solicitude for the 
other: evening, because they can only be pleas- 
st ties ed by forgetting themselves in the roar 
tion» Hof inebriety and the frantic laugh of ri- 
io! The evening, indeed, is the holi- 

ten by IE day of the idler of both sexes: the lady 
t thresil may enjoy a cessation of ennui in the 
ind the J scandal and tittle-tattle of the tea-table, 
and the dresses and company of the 

fg theatre; and any man may drink, tho’ 

we find he dares not reflect, may jest, tho’ he 
impor cannot study, and lose in the Lethe of 
fear, #8] Bacchus, the remembrance of the mor- 
hen i0 J row, and the consciousness of his worth- 

s, WHOM lessness. : 

nha Seq 
To those accustomed ‘to a habit of 

indolence, the idea of exertion is con- 

we at nefted with the idea of pain : to a mind 


enervated by the indulgence of idle 4- 
Musements, danger appears to attend 
on every motion, and difficulty on every 
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enterprise. That which is beheld by a 
soul in the vigor of activity, as yielding 
with facility to the energy of determi- 
ned resolution, will, to the sickly eye 
of indolence, be magnified into imprac- 
ticability. Such a mind is not aware, 
that to the exertions of fortitude and as- 
siduity, few obje€ts oppose a formidable 
barrier; and that he who has a fixed 
and determinate point in view, and who 
strives with industry and unrelaxing 
perseverance to reach it, will seldom 
be disappointed ofsuccess. Nor ts this 
exertion so great or so laborious as may 
be supposed. As a body in motion is 
carried forward after the impulse has 
ceased, by the acquired force, so does 
every advance, after the first, become 
progressively more easy, and require 


less additional force ; while, on the con-. 


trary, the pleasures resulting are in a 
progressional increase ; for the consci- 
ousness of laudable pursuits. increases 
with the increase of progress; and ev- 
ery step introduces us to new advanta- 
ges, and of course, to new encourage- 
ments to proceed; as a ma ascending 
a hill, is induced by the widening ex- 
tent of prospe& at every advance, to 
advance still further, and repeat his la- 
bor that he may repeat his gratification. 


Would they, who by the invidious 
gifts of fortune, and the syren blandish- 
ments of idleness, are condemned to all 
the satiety of luxury and ease; who, 
fatigued by the vacuity of their own 
minds, seek for amusement in frivolous 
occupations and trifling or dissipated 
society, and who fly from insipidity and 
disgust, to riot, debauchery, and vice ; 
would they advance one step in a diffe- 
rent road, and taste the delights of in- 
dustry and active virtue, they would 
discover that the man who is laudably 
employed, is scarcely subject to unea- 
siness or pain ; that he who is busied in 
the cause of genius, or virtue, or of 
truth, may scorn the evils that depress 
the depraved or inaétive, and armed in 
conscious merit may defy the power of 
accidents to injure, or dangers to terri- 
fy him: his days are.days of peace and 
cheerfulness, his nights tranquil and 
composed; his life is happy, and his 
death lamented. 


Among the number who complain of 
the tediousness of time and the weari- 
ness of lassitude, it may not be unrea- 
sonable to expeét that some may be wil-~ 


ling to listen to methods that shall quick- 


en the one and relieve the other. Let 
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such, if any such there are, refle& that 
he whose faculties are assiduously em- 
ployed is too busy to think of the flight 
of moments, and watch with anxious 


impatience the finger of the clock : that ° 


he who can review, with conscious tri- 
umph, useful acquisitions and advanta- 
ges, the produce of his own exertions, 
cannot feel the fatigue of indolence, and 
wit! not regret the fatigue of labor. 


Let them refleét that every idle man 
wishes to be busy, and that no busy 


man wishes to be idle; for it is a faci, 


almost without an exception, that no 
man accustomed to habits of employ- 
ment regrets his assiduity, or would be 
content to sink into a trifler and a cypher. 
Let them refle&t that a life of idleness 
is a life of insignificance and contempt ; 
that every one scorns the man who de- 
grades himself by indolence and inadti- 
vity ; that he is useless to his friends, 
despised by his enemies, and forgotten 
by the world. - On the contrafy, a man 
bending his faculties to the service of 
virtue and public utility; a man, who 
improves the manners or contributes to 
the felicity of mankind, is an object of 
reverence and est¢em to all within. the 


sphere of his activity ; the world res-. 
pects and admires him; _he is, through . 


all his conne€tions, honored and belo- 


ved. Let then him whose hours linger | 


in the insipid tediousness of lassitude, 
who is weary of the fatigue of doing 
nothing, and ashamed of insignificance ; 
let him stimulate his faculties to activity 
and energy, and apply with determined 
vigor and perseverance to some. useful 
and laudable pursuits: let him strive, 
if he have abilities and acquisitions for 
the task, to benefit and mend mankind; 
or at least let him benefit and mend 
himself, and diffuse pleasure around 
him, in a circle proportioned to his pow- 


‘er, by benevolence : then let him exult 


in the praise of his own heart, and the 
consciousness ef his own worth: let him 
triumph in the esteem of his fellow-be 
ings, and the approbation of his God. 


A man thus formed to aét and to 
think, to spend his life in the advance- 
ment of science, the improvement of’ 
mankmd, and the communication of 


happiness, whose time is employed in. 


the unceasing use of his faculties, and 


the energy of virtue, is the boast of the 
world, the delight of the Almighty, and 


the perfection of human nature. 
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THE SICK WIDOW. 
A MORAL TALE. 


Translated from an admired Italian au- 
thor. 


OMPASSION is pleasing at all 
times, but much more so, when jt 

is accompanied with surfrise. Whilea 
person of rank was passing, early one 
morning, unknown, an@ alone, through 
the suburbs of Vienna, he was accosted 
by a little boy about twelve years old, 
who, with eyes cast down and full of 
tears, and with timid faltering accents, 
requested charity. The genteel air of 


the boy, the modesty of his behavior, | 


the blush that colored his cheeks, the 
tears which clouded his eyes, his hesi- 
tating, perplexed, and interrupted tone, 
produced upon the mind of this gentle- 
man a very strong impression. ~ 


You do not appear, said he, to have 
been born to ask charity—What has 
compelled you to do it? 


I was not born, indeed, replied the 
youth with a sigh, accompanied with 
tears, in so wretched a situation! The 
misfortunes of my father, and the un- 
happy condition to which my mother is 
now reduced, have compelled me to it. 


And who is your fher? 


He was a merchant, who had acquir- 
ed considerable credit, and begun to 
make his fortune. The unexpeéted 
failure of one of his correspondents com- 
pletely ruimed him. To increase_ our 
misfortune, he was not able to survive 
his losses: in a month’s time he died of 
melancholy. My mother, a younger 
brother, and myself are left in the deep- 
est distress. I have found a retreat in. 
the house of one of my father’s friends. 
My mother has to this —— — 
to support herself and my younger bro- 
ther by hard labor ; but this night she 
has been, suddenly seized with a vio- 
lent disorder, which makes me despair 
of her life. I am destitute of every 
thing, and I know not in what manner 
to assist her. Unaccustomed to beg, I 
have not courage to visit those who 
might recolle€&t{ me. You, Sir, appear 


for the first time, I have taken courage 
to conquer the blush I feel. Oh! Have 
pity on my unfortunate mother. Give 
me some means of consoling her. Say- 


THE VISITOR, 


ing this, he burst into a flood of tears, 


with which the stranger was deeply af- 
fected. 7 


Does your mother live at any great 
distance from “hence? 


She lives at the end of this street, in 
the last house on the left hand, on the 
third story. * 


Has no physician yet visited her? 


I was now going to find one; but I. 
know not how to pay him, or how to 
procure ‘what he may prescribe. 


The stranger took from his purse 
some florins, and, holding them out. to 
him, Run quickly, said he, find a phy- 
sician, and comfort your mother. ihe 
little boy, with the simplest, but the 
most lively expressions of a grateful 
heart, thanked him and fled. 


The stranger, in the mean time, as 
soon as the boy was gone some distance 


stairs, entered a very smal] chamber, 
where he perceived only a little coarse 
furniture, an ill-jointed table, an old 
clothes-press, a bed’ on which lay the 
sick woman, and another smalf bed on 
one side of it. ‘Fhe widow was ina state 
of the deepest dejeGtion ; and her little 
son at the foot of the bed was bathed in 
tears. She was trying to comfort him, 
but alas ! she herself had’ too much need 
of consolation. The stranger accosted. 
her with the tone of sympathy; and, 
encouraging her, began to question her 
about hei sickness, as though he had. 
been a physician. She answered in as 
few words as. possible ; then, sighing 


my disorder. arises from too profound a 
cause—the medical art has no remedy 
for. it. Iam a mother, and’the untiap- 
y mother of two unfortunate children. 
y own misfortunes, and those of my 
off-spring, have already 
heart too deeply. Death-alone can put: 
an end to my misery,;, but: even-death 
itself makes me shudder, on account of. 
the wretchedness to which my poor 
children will be abandoned. Here her 


Stic exposed · to him an her anxieties, 


which this supposed’ physician conceal- 
eã au previpus knowledge of, and which 





drew fresh tears ftom 


another way, resolved to and visit 
the sick widow himself. He walked up | 


and’ weeping, she exclaimed, Ah! Sir! 


already. pierced this. 


tears ſowed in greater abundance.- 
to me a stranger, In your. presence, |. — — 






After a short pause, Take heart, said 
he: Do not despair for all this. Gog 
will not abandon you. - I feel for your 
distressful situation. But assuredly 
there is a Providence, you will not be 
forsaken. Think at present of preser. 
ving a life so precious to your children, 
Have you a morsel of paper upon which 
I can write a prescription! She instant- 
ly tore a leaf from a little book, with 
which her younger son, a child about 
seven years of age, and who was at the 
foot of the bed, was amusing himself. 


The stranger, as soon as he had writ- 


} ten, said, This remedy will begin your | 


recovery: If necessary, we will admi- 
nister a better. In a little time I hope 
your health will be re-established. He 
left the billet upon the table and went 
away. 


- 


Soon after, the elder son came in. 


_My dear motirer, said he take heart, God 


has had compassion upon us. See what 
a gentleman has gencrously- given me 
this morning: Here is ¢ for ma- 
ny days. I have been after a physician, 
who will arrive in a moment. Silence 
your sorrows, and'console yourself. 


Ah my son ! replied the mother, come 
here and let me embracethee.. Heaven 
blesses thy innocence. Oh it long 
protect it! A physician, whom I do not 
know, has just left the chamber. Look. 
atthe receipt on the table. Go and 
fetch me his prescription. 


The son took the scrap of paper, and,. 
reading it hastily, was struck with 
amazement. ‘He examined it from the 

inning ; read’ it again and in; 

Ages cried out, Ah mother oe ost is 
th * ‘ — 


The mother, astonished and confound- 
ed, seized it from his hand, and, reading 


it‘ with ness, Heavens ! said she, 
the Emperor! In uttering this, the re- 


ceipt dropt from her hand, and she 
fell back speécliless and fainted away. 


Thre billet was an order from the em- 
eror Joseph IT. in which he assigned 
her a generous support from his own 


- Tite pliysician arrived in time to re- 
‘coyer.the mother from thie swoon into 
which surprise had thrown lier. The 
medicines he made use of in.a little time 





recovered her ffom lier sickness, which 


* 
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was principally occasioned by affliction 
of mind. And thus the generous mon- 
arch, crowned with praises and benedic- 
tions, was rewarded with the pleasure 
of restoring her to life and- health, and- 


bringing back to heftfiness, a virtuous fa- 
mily cruelly frersecuted by fortune. 
a — @ — 
PHYSIOGNOMICAL ANECDOTES. 
From Lavater. 


REQUIRE nothing of thee; (said a 


father to his innocent son, when bid- |. 


ding him farewel) but that thou should- 
est bring me back this thy countenance. 


Anobte, amiable, and innocent young 
lady, who had been chiefly educated in 


‘the country, saw her face in the glass, 


as she passed it with the candle in her 
hand, retiring from evening prayer, and 
having just laid down her bibfe. Her 
eyes were cast to the ground, with inex- 
pressible modesty, at the sight of her 
own inrage. She passed the winter in 
town, surrounded by adorers, hurried 
away by dissipation, and plunged in tri- 
fling amusement; she forgot her bible, 
and her devotion. In the beginning of 
spring she returned again to her coun- 
try-seat, her chamber, and the table on 
which her bible lay. Again she had 
the candle in her hand, and again saw 
herself. im the glass. She turned pale, 
put down the candle, retreated to a sofa, 
and fell on her knees.—Oh, God! I no 
longer know my own face. Hfow am I 
degraded! My follies and vanities are 
all written inmy counte - Where- 
fore have they been neglected, illegible 
till this instant? Oh, come, and expel, 
come, and utterly efface them, mild. 
tranquility, sweet devotion, and ye gen- 


_ tle cares: of benevolent love ! 


¥ will forfeit my life; said Titus of the 
priest Tacitus,. if this man be not an 
arch knave. I have three times obser-. 
ved him sigh and weep without cause ; 
and ten times turm aside, to conceal’ a 


laugh hé could not restrain, when vice |. 


or misfortune were mentioned.. 


A stranger said to a Physiognomist, 


‘How manty dollars iemy face worth? It 
is hard to determine; replied the latter. 
Tt is worth~fifteen’ hundred, continued 
the questioner’; for so’: many lias a per- 
son lent: me upon itto whem Iwas @ 
total stranger. : ' 


. ’ 


A poor man asked alms. How much 
do you want? said the person of whom 
he asked, astonished at the peculiar 
-honesty of his countenance. How shall 
I dare to fix the sum? ——* the 
ne erson: give me what you please, 
—— be —8 and thankful. 
—Not so, replied the Physiognomist ; 
as God lives I shall give you what you 
want, be it litttle or much. Then, Sir, 


_[ be pleased to give me eight shillings. 


Here they are. Had you asked a huh- 
dred guineas, you should -have had 
them. | Eo 


RIDICULOUS ABSURDITY OF 
‘QUEUES, & POWDERED HEADS. 


[Addressed to the editoré of the Sporti 
| Magazine} : 


S the present rage for crops has 

furnished a wonderful fund of wit 

|for the punster to work upon, it may; 

perhaps, be considered in some degree 

etitertaining to your readers to lay be- 
fore them the following : 


sidering the quantity cut down, there 
are still t crops.” Another says— 
“ Notwithstanding the warm weather, 
the crops are dackward.” A third ob- 
serves—. The crops promise well, if 
we may judge from the ears,” while 
another ‘says, that “ Though the crops 
look well, tlere is nothing in the head ;” 
and a most. shrewd and cautious wag 
tells us, that, “ To his particular know- 
edge, the crops will not bear threshing.” 


* 
Now after all this wit and waggery, 
may we not enquire; what an observer 
from the. woods would think of a man 
with a gueye ! Certainly, unless in that 
particular colony which lord’ Montoddo 
so sensibly describes, the human 1 
was not naturally gifted with a tail. Did 
any man of fashion after sitting for two 
hours under the hands of a frizeur, ever 


maw of naturé? 


_How would a statue look with a queve? 
Nay, when a coxcomb has so little taste 
as io have his picture drawn with his 
| hair dressed in the mode for the’ time 





being, what does’ he do with’ the: por- 
trait’a year or two afterwards, when the 


For instance: one wit says—* Cen- | 


a lady passe 


to. think what sort of exhibition | 
his head must make in the eyes of a 
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fashion changes ?—/Siide it, for fear of 
being laughed at‘ 


Whenever an artist of taste and gen- 
ius desires to give dignity to his sub- 
jet, he boldly departs. from the silly 
bondage of fashion, and imitates, in his 
painting or sculpture of the human head 
the attractive.simplicity of nature. A 
more certain way than any of the mo- 
dern inventions, to make even Shakes- 
peare appear ridiculous, would be, to 
discover in some old trunk his portrait 
queued and powdered.—We smile at the 
conceit of such a caricature ! 


Yet what the mind’s true taste con- 
fesses to be absurd, what would disgust 
us in the cold and inanimate semblance 
of man in marble, we adhere to in the 
daily praftice of life; and, when some 
men of unsophisticated taste, rise above 
the degrading folly of a bad custom, 
they are made the obje€ts, as we see of 
every trifling punster. 


As to the economy of the thing, the 
time daily saved to the individual, and 
the grain thus rescued from the head 
for the use of the belly, these are consi- 
derations infinitely below the notice of 
a jester. There is not a single person 
of plain sense, however, who does not 
sigh for the time when nature shall so 


isphere, as that he may be suffered to 
pass along the streets like a man, and 
not be forced to disguise himself like a 
monkey ! 


} 


—* ⸗— 


The following humorous mistake was 
made a few days back, by a child three 
years old, in a.village in Cémberland : 
d the door with her muffand 
tipfpet—the child never having seen such 
‘ornaments before, ran into the house, 
calling out, Mother; mother, here is a 
‘woman with a @ brown dog in her arms, 
land its tail round her neck. 


The present fashion of clipping the 
tail from the ead, and the ets tom 
the tail, entitles the perfect beau to adopt 
for his motto, brevis esse laboro. The 
man of fashion is, indeed, so concise, 
when cropped and sfencered, that he may 
justly be called a fashionable abridg- 
ment. 





f 
* 


far recover her ascendance in our hem- | 














— o⸗ “ath Siete sells a a a * 











— — — 
a - . 


— 


—— — — 





— — — Ci 


——— 
— — 


— — — — 


— 


— — — 

















fla 
Che Gifitor. 
SATURDAY, January 7, 1804. 


— — 


During the late epidemic, the publi- 
cation of the Visitor was of necessity 
suspended for ten weeks: by this we 
were prevented from publishing a whole 
volume in a year, which ended on the 
ist of October last. In order. to rem- 
edy this, we purpose issuing two or 
more numbers per week until the defi- 
ciency is made up. This, measure be- 
ing recommended by many ofourfriends, 
we have reason to expect a general con- 
currence. 


Such as wish to replace their soil’d 
or lost numbers, may be supplied at 
our office, at 4 cents each. 


*,* Country subscribers will please to 
take notice, our terms are, pay in ad- 
vance. 

— OF — 


LIST OF DEATHS IN N. YORK. 


The city clerk reports the deaths of 
$2 persons during the week ending on 
Saturday last. 

Accident 1—consumption 11—hives 
2—appopletic fits 2—nervous fever 1— 
decline 1—whooping cough 1—fits 3— 
small pox 2—phthisic 1—dropsy 1— 
drowned 1—found in a cellar 1—drop- 
sy in the héad 1—cold upon the lungs 
1—disorders not mentioned 2. 

Of this number -24 Were adults and 
8 children. 

— — 


To-morrow evening a charity sermon 
will be preached in the Baptist meeting 
house in Gold-st. and a coHe&ion made 
for the benefit of the charity-school. 


— * — 


Extract of a letter from St. Martine 
dated Nov. 24. 

This day arrived a schooner from Bal- 
timore, which in lat. 32, N. long, 66, W. 
took the people from the wreck of the 
ship Hawk, capt. Alexander Knight, 


from Demarara bound to Portsmouth. 
nN. H. The people left the ship in their 
own boat, and went along side the schoo- 
ner—the sea running very high, every 
man jumped on board the schooner. ex- 
cepting three passengers, a man, his 





THE VISITOR, 


wife and child. 
child on board, the boat not being made 
fast, and half full of water, dropped off, 
} and himself and wife both drowned, it 
being. eight o’clock in the evening and 


The man — his 


very dark. Lsaw the child this morn- 
ing, he is a fine boy of only eleven 
months old. A gentleman of the name 
of Howel, has taken the child as one of | 
his own. I had the above from captain’ 
Knight, who desired me to have it pub- 
lished in the Portsmouth papers. N. B. 
The ship belonged to Demarara, and 
was bound to Portsmouth to be repair- 
ed. The persons drowned were En- 
glish. 


— — 


We are informed, that en Sunday 
night the 18th inst. a man of the name 
of Moody, who lived at Somers in the 
State of Conneéticut, and had at times 
shown symptoms of distra€tion; beat out 
the brains of his wife with an axe, and 
hacked her body in a shocking manner 
—destroyed his infant child, and a child 
of a relation of his in the house, in the 
same manner, and then with a knife 
cut his own throat from ear to ear. 
Further particulars of this horrid catas- 
trophe we have not learned. 


‘ 4 


On Monday the 26th ult. a duel was 
fought between a Mr. William Thorn- 
ton and a Mr. Francis Conway of Fred- 
ericksburgh, (Vir,) and both shots took 
effect the first fire, and fut an end to the 
existence of both. It seems they were 
young unmarried mien, as it is added, 
‘Two weeping mothers deplore the loss 
of two sons, and “their children the loss 
of two affeGtionate brothers. ‘The caus- 


| es of this fatal meeting are not mention- 


ed, nor is any thing hinted at, that can 
lead to plausible conjecture. - 


— * * — 


Extract froma French work on the subject 
of Vaccination, published at Nantz, in 
1802, by Dr. Louis Valentine. 


The Cow, from whom we original] 
hold the beneficial liquid whic my 
serves from the Small Pox, is not the 
only animal which can be inoculated 
with it for tn om man aga to te 
it to man, and from 24 to 
animal. After being of this 
truth, I have been ied to —— very 
singul ar discovery connected with ie 





The attempts which I had made last 
year, proved to me, that the Vaccine 
disease succeeds not only with dogs, but 
also with goats, asses and sheep, and © 
that the matter produced from it can 
be transmitted alternately to man, with 
the same success as if it had been taken 
from the udder of the cow, where the 
pustules are larger and more expanded. 


The subjeéts vaccinated with matter 
from these animals, were afterward sub- 


mitted to the various counter proof ; 


one by sleeping with persons ill of the — 
small-pox, others by inoculation ; but 
hone of them took the small pox. 


The vaccine has been transmitted 
from a goat to thirty-six individuals, 
without any deviation in the common 
routine, or. in the accustomed symp- 
toms. Some of these persons were ei- 
ther exposed to the contagion of the 
small pox, or have been inoculated with - 
variolus matter without effect. 


-I have had no opportunity « of — 
experiments on the mare; or most pro- 
bably they would have been attended — 
with the same success. 


’. It does not yet appear that the Vac- . 
cine disease is transmissible from one 
animal immediately to another, but that . 
it is necessary for it to pass through the 
medium of a human individual. 


4 Gb ah ce ee ate oo ae cea ae cae ge a ce 
THEATRICAL REGISTER. 
Faipar, Dec. 30. ; ‘ 
The Stranger, (Kotzebue, altered by 
* and Purse, ( Cross) 
Mrs. Darby, late Miss Milbourne of 


the Philadelphia Theatre, made her. 
debut in the little but interesting cha- 


| raGter of Saily. Her fears seemed al- . 


most to overcome her powers at her- 
first » but she sung and act· 


| ed her part of the duet with Will Steady. 


in a manner which — taste and 
jud 

Mn Harwood himself. an ex-. 
cellent representative of the — 


sailor, . 
Moxpay, Jauvaar 2. 
The house li 


tighbors, 
translated the French Mrs. 
( * by Mra. 
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Tuespar, January 3. 

The London Merchant, or the history 
of George Barnwell, (Lillo) and Bona- 
parte in England, ( Dunlap ) 

The part of Barnwell was made the 
opening charaéter for a young gentle- 
rman, whose name we understand is 
Claude, He was received in a very 
flattering ‘manner, and by the propriety 
of his declamation and the feeling man- 
ner in which he delivered his author, 
seems entitled to that public favor which 
he has certainly attained. 

Every part of the play was well per- 
formed, and produced great effect. 

The farce was received with increas- 
ed tokens of public approbation. 


Wepwespay, Jan. & 
John Bull, ( —— the younger ) and 
House to de sold, 
We are obliged to ag our intended 
account of the plot, &c. of 4 House to 
de sold until a future number. 





Married, 


On Saturday evening last, Mr. George 


Seaman, to Mise Sarah Wright, both o 


thia city. — 

On Tuesday evening, the 20th ult. Mr. 
Jacob C. Arthur, to Mise Jane Ebbets, 
daughter of Mr. Daniel I, Ebbets, mer- 
chant, all of this city. 

On Thursday evening last week, Mr. 
John Wyckoff, of Gravesend, (L. I.) to 
Miss Lucretia Dover, daughter of Mr. 
John Dover, merchant, of thie city. 

At Catskill, on Friday, the 23d ult. 
Mr. Thomas Phoebus, of New-York, to 
Miss Mabeb Street, daughter o Mr. Ca- 
leb Street, of Catskill. 

_ At Athens; (Ver.) Mr! Silas Chap- 
lin, - aged 15, to Miss Susannah Pewers, 
132 

At Haddam, (Con) Mr. Robert Keene, 

ya Providence, to Miss Hannah Bowen. 

This coupfile were strangers to each other 
8 Se ee ee eee 
‘ Mt ‘Philadelphia, Thomas Mannere, 


cag. capt. in hie Britannic Majesty's 49th | 


— eldest daughter of nie William 
Patterson, merchant, of that city. 

At Hard Scrabble, ( Virg.) on the 13th 
‘Dec. Mr. John Ward, aged 71, to Miss 
Charity Darling, aged’ 50, — a long 
courts. 

He certainly had a hard scrabble to obtain his dating, 

On Monday evening, Mr. John Davids, 
of Philadelphia, to Mise Hannah Morgan, 
Of this city. 

On Wednesday evening, at New Utrecht, 
(L. I.) by the Rev. Peter Stryker, Mr. 
Herman Barkuloo to Miss Maria Suydam. 

In England, Mr. Thomas Duffy, to 
Miss Grame, a lady of fortune. The 
annals of matrimony scarce afford a more 
singular instance of unwearied attachment 
than the above. The parties were known 
to each other in youth, and became mutu- 
ally enamored, but the enrelenting ofifio- 
‘sition of parents broke off the match. Mr. 
| D. formed another connection, he married, 
was the father of several children, and 
became a widower. His firet love was 
again, by correspondence, renewed, again 
Srustrated. By the same meanshe sought 
consolation in the arma of a second wife, 


| his family again iacreased, and he a se- 


cond time became a widower. His first 
flame still unextinguished, once more re- 
newed, and former obstacles being extinct, 
after a lapse of twenty-five years, with- 
out ever seeing each other in the interval, 
thie coufile have at length united. 








7 


Died, 

On Sunday afternoon, at half past four 
o’clock, Mrs. Mary Bancker,. wife of 
Christopher Bancker, esg. — 

On Monday evening, Mrs. Rebecca 
Wickham, wife of capt. Wickham, master 
ond owner of the ship Liberty, of this 
fort. =. 
~ On Tuesday evening, aged 20, Mrs. 
Charlotte Carr, wife of Mr. John Carr, 
—— ‘of Major Hunt, of Powles’ 


Wednesday afternoon, Mrs. Clinch, 
wife of Mr. Jacob Clinch, of the house of 
and Clinch. 





regt. of foot, to Miss Mary Rush, daugh-| At Newfiort, the 20th ult. the rev. Sa- 

Se city. muel Hopkins, S. 7. D. in the 83d year 
On Saturday last reagan at | Of his age. — 

| Baltimore, Mr.Jerome In Savanrith,, the W0th ult. capt. Phi- 
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JAMES THORBURN, 
No.' 26, Maiden-Lane, corner of Green-Street. 


Returns his thanks to his friends and 
the public, for the liberal encourage- 
ment he has received, and hopes to 
merit a continuance of their favors. 


He has received per the ships Juno and 
Diligence, from, Amsterdam, a large 
assortment of FANCY BASKETS, 
&c. viz. 


Clothes baskets of different sizes—Hand- 


some Toilet baskets——Wine-giase bask- 
ets, round and oval—Large end smali 
Trunk baskets— Handsome Market do. 
— Ladies fine knitting do. of different 


sizee——handsome Children’s do. diffe- . 
‘rent fatterns—handsome Bread do.—~ 


do. Counter do.—do. Tumbler do. dif- 
Serent sizes—do. Knife do. Sc. Uc. 


East India, Dunstable, and Holland 
Table Matts. 


- 
Together with a large assortment of 
Tubs, Pails, Coolers, &c. also com- 
mon Baskets, different kinds. 





E. WOOFFENDALE, - 
MILLEWER AND Mantau-MAKER, 
No. —* Broadway, 
Has received a handsome assortment of Millinery 


Srom London ; she has also on hand a quantity of 


fashionable split straw Bonnets, several boxes of beau- 
{fat Fowet to dpe of, either by wholesale or re- 





FANCY CHAIRS, 


Made as usual, in the neatest stile of 
elegance, by Francis Titov, No. 22, 
Stone-street. 





Theatre. | 





On Monday evening, January 9, 
WILL BE PRESENTED, 
A favorite Tragedy, called, 


DOUGLAS, 


oR, THE NOBLE SHEPHERD. 


, To which will be added, 
- Comic Opera, in2 Aéts, called, 


THE — 


——— 
2538. 
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[For the Weekly Vieitor.] 
THE BLIND BEGGAR. 


OURNEYING on his lonely way, 
A blind and aged wand’rer stray’d, 
That begg’d for food from day to day, 
And nightly on the highroad laid. 


No lovely landscapes bless’d his eyes, 
In vain was blooming nature gay, 

The thought but swell’d the bursting sighs 
That bore his wretched life away. 


The rolling seasons’ varied scene 
He hapless man could never see, 
Dark leafless winter, nor the green 
With which sweet summer decks the tree. 


With grief his mournful tale he told, 
How all his youthful days were past, 

And now that friendless, poor and old, 
He bent beneath the blust'ring blast. — 





Where she saw her love departing : 

Him she fears to see no more ! * 
Now, the black’ning tempest rising, 

High the surge with fury roars ; 
Vivid lightning glares around her, 

And the rain unceasing pours. 
Careless of the stormy weather, 

Anna strains her frantic eyes, 
And beholds the wrecking vessel 

In the gloomy prospect rise. 


" Vainly, buffeting the billows, 


ev'ry effort try ; 
Soon she splits upon the breakers—— 
Hark !—how dismal is the cry! ; 
Anna views with 3 horror 
Mis sad scene; a wreck she spies; 


And the name of Isidora 


Strikes at once her wond’ring eyes. 
Tis the bark in which young Edwin, - 
When he bade her last adieu, 
Ventuy'd to a distant climate, 
Wealth and honor to accrue. ; . 
* in life,’’ she cried, * we're pasted, 
** Still in death we meet again: ~ 
“* Edwin !—now I die with ure, 
** Since we share an equal pain !”’ 
As she sprung inio the ocean, 


And as he spoke in accents low One puor sailor gain’d the steep, 
And — o’er his cane, Why with looks of terror view’d ber 
Tears down his furrow’d face would flow Wildly plunge into the deep. 
To find his piteous prayers were vain. Silty maiden'—~thus peesusei 
The little dog that led his road © arraign the power of fate! 1 
Was now his only earthly friend ; While you madly seek destructian 
But heav’n that had-his life bestow’d Heav'n may send relief too late. 
Did still his drooping days defend. Prompted by a secret impulse 
c— Quick be dives to the thain, 
And with transport grasp’d her garments, 
ee ⏑ — Trusting once more land to gain. 
Providence, his hope befriending, . “_ 
ANNA. Throws them gn the friendly shore, 
Where, with —— rapture, 
: 5 * 
INKING in the western sky, — of all — — 
Pheebus sheds a glowing light: * Now —* Seg Sen 
O’er the wide and barren heath — —* is, }- 
Slowly falls the gloom of night. meres bid, thy heart rejoice !** 
Wand'ring, sad, with-weary steps, Sone reviv’ ry bars ror ni 
Anna quits her once-lov’d home, * 2 a marae led bim ; 
Driven by keen and bitter sorrow Tothe heart ai aga ay X 
Through the dreary waste to roam. tise; = ttage ees” — 
Once she lov’d the gentle Edwin, For —— attempt, i 
Heedless of his humble lot; : Soon she gain’d her fath as wade *s 
Nor even now though banish’d from him, Ason gain his soul was pardon, Z 
Is his love and farth forgot. * ———— bent. — 
Every hour once pass’d so gaily, Edwin claims her for his * 
To remembrance still is dear ; Tig wes constancy rewarded— 
8 her truth ae temptation, be true Jove ever known ! 
hough her Edwin is not near. —* pth ; 
Allaa, rich and high in favor, Wi ————————— 
Seeks fair Anna for his bride But dot heav’aly : 
And her friends, by av’rice guided, - - Will, at length § ae — 
Cigim obedience on her side. — cs 
— — — — 
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JUST PUBLISHED, 


By Ming and V. ;, and to be had of Gaine and Ten 
Eyck, 148, Street, and of most other Book- 
sellers in this city, 

GAINE’S 4 


-NEW-YORK POCKET ALMANAC, 
Containing in addition to its usual imformation, 





PATENT PIANO FORTE MAKERS, 
No. 19, Barclay-Street, ite St. Peter’sChurch, 
Have for sale elegant "d patent Piano 
Fortes of superior quality in tone and workmanship to 
any that have been imported, as are made after 
, nare tuning 
as instruments in general do. * * 
N. B. Second-hand Piano Fortes taken in exchange. 
Instruments lent un hire, tuned and repaired with 





-APOLLO SOCIETY. 
Under the direction of James Everdell. 
The members of this society are in- 
formed, that its meetings will com- 


Chamber-Street. : 
Persons wishing to become members, 





UNFORTUNATE LOTTERY-OFFICE. 
- No, 946 Warer Starer. * 
E iberr t his friends and 
—— — 
TICKETS in the present lottery for the relief of Widows 
— @ name, | 
‘ im , Oft temes J th 
— ———— 
—— — gilt, cal- 
ry act het —— oe the — } 
the above title—Where is the harps 7 ene, 








» No. 90, Wiintam-Srezet, — 


_A LIST. 

Of the Military Officers of the city -and of 
New-York, with their grades in the respective Re- 
giments. - - Price 25 cents. i 

WHAITES & CHARTERS, 


mence on Tuesday e¢ *» Dec. 27,. 
and be continued on tt | ‘Tuesday, at . 
the house of Mr, Everdell, No. 90, in. 


may be made acquainted with the regu-_ 
| lations, by applying to Mr. Everdell. 











